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Biographies
Adam Butalewicz
Adam Butalewicz, a native of Richmond VA, is a high-energy and
passionately driven clarinetist. He is Currently working on his doctorate in
clarinet performance and pedagogy at University of Cincinnati
College-Conservatory of Music. Adam maintains a busy schedule of
performing and teaching both nationally and internationally and winner of
numerous concerto and chamber music competitions. A strong advocate of
music education, he is continually searching for new ways to inspire and
enlighten students to the joy of music. Adam holds a bachelors degree in
clarinet performance from Virginia Commonwealth University and a Masters
from Ithaca College. Principle teachers include Ixi Chen, Michael Galvan, and
Charles West; additional studies with Richie Hawley, David Neithamer and
Sandra Rivers.
Notes
Antonín Dvorák was the first composer to consistently write songs set to Czech
texts and is considered the Father of Czech song. He was able to do so as a
result of the Czech nationalist movement which brought about the
re-emergence of the Czech language after it had been reduced to minimal use
under Austrian rule. The set of songs on this program are from his widely
popular CiganskÃ© melodie. The original texts were written in Czech by
Adolf Heyduk but were composed for the German tenor Gustav Walter.
Because it was custom to perform songs in the language of the audience,
Heyduk created a German equivalent for his Czech poems. 
Translations by Professor David Adams, College Conservatory of Music.
Aj! Kterak trojhranec mÅ¯j pÅ™erozkoÅ¡nÄ› zvonÃ-,
jak cigÃ¡na pÃ-seÅˆ, kdyÅ¾ se k smrti klonÃ-!
KdyÅ¾ se k smrti klonÃ-, trojhran mu vyzvÃ¡nÃ-.
Konec pÃ-sni, tanci, lÃ¡sce, bÄ›dovÃ¡nÃ-.
Ah! How my triangle delightfully sings,
Like a gypsyâ€™s song when e draws near to death!
When he draws near to death the triangle sounds to him.
It is the end of song, of dance, of love, and of lamenting.
A les je tichÃ½ kolem kol,
jen srdce mÃ-r ten ruÅ¡Ã-,
a Ä•ernÃ½ kouÅ™, jenÅ¾ spÄ›chÃ¡ v dol,
mÃ© slze v lÃ-cÃ-ch, mÃ© slze suÅ¡Ã-.
VÅ¡ak nemusÃ- jich usuÅ¡it,
necht' v jinÃ© tvÃ¡Å™e bije.
Kdo v smutku mÅ¯Å¾e zazpÃ-vat,
ten nezhynul, ten Å¾ije, ten Å¾ije!
The forest is quiet all around,
Only my heart disturbs this peace,
And the black smoke which rushes into the dale 
dries the tears on my cheeks. 
However it need not dry them,
Let it beat on other faces.
He who is able to sing in grief,
He did not die he lives.
KdyÅ¾ mne starÃ¡ matka zpÃ-vat, zpÃ-vat uÄ•Ã-vala,
podivno, Å¾e Ä•asto, Ä•asto slzÃ-vala.
A ted' takÃ© plÃ¡Ä•em snÄ›dÃ© lÃ-ce muÄ•im,
kdyÅ¾ vigÃ¡nskÃ© dÄ›ti hrÃ¡t a zpÃ-vat uÄ•im!
When my old mother taught me to sing,
It was peculiar that often she wept.
And now likewise I torment my swarthy face with weeping
When I teach gypsy children to play and sing!
Struna naladÄ›na, hochu, toÄ• se v kole,
dnes, snad dnes pÅ™evysoko,
zejtra, zejtra, zejtra zase dole!
PozejtÅ™Ã- u Nilu 
za posvÃ¡tnÃ½m stolem;
struna jiÅ¾, struna naladÄ›na,
hochu, toÄ•, hochu, toÄ• se kolem!
Strings tuned, lad, dance in the circle,
Today, perhaps you are quite high in spirit,
Tomorrow you may be down again.
The day after tomorrow you may be
At the most holy table, by the Nile;
The strings are already tuned,
lad, dance about.
Dejte klec jestÅ™Ã¡bu ze zlata ryzÃ©ho;
nezmÄ›nÃ- on za ni hnÃ-zda trnÄ›nÃ©ho.
Komoni bujnÃ©mu, jenÅ¾ se pustou Å¾ene,
zÅ™Ã-dka kdy pÅ™ipnete uzdy a tÅ™emene.
A tak i cigÃ¡nu pÅ™Ã-roda cos dala:
k volnosti ho vÄ›Ä•nÃ½m poutem, k volnosti ho upoutala.
Give a cage of pure gold to a hawk;
He would not exchange his nest of thorns for it.
To an unruly horse, which races through the plain,
Will you seldom attach a bridle and stirrup.
And likewise nature has given something to the gypsy:
It has bound him by an eternal bond to freedom!
Louis Spohr's style represents diverse elements and various influences
including Cherubini, Mozart and the Viotti School. Being a violinist, he likely
heard and probably played in some of the great Mozart operas, including Die
ZauberflÃ¶te and Don Giovanni. By the age of 30 his unique style came to
fruition and through it he influenced many younger composers. However his
style ceased to evolve from this point, which unfortunately led to accusations
of self-repetition and constricted expressive range. He was very well known in
the 19th and early 20th century, but now is sometimes called the â€œforgotten
masterâ€•. 
Zwiegesang
Im Fliederbusch ein VÃ¶glein saÃŸ In der stillen, schÃ¶nen Maiennacht,
Darunter ein MÃ¤gdlein im hohen Gras In der stillen, schÃ¶nen Maiennacht.
Sang MÃ¤gdlein, hielt das VÃ¶glein Ruh', Sang VÃ¶glein, hÃ¶rt' das
MÃ¤gdlein zu,   Und weithin klang    Der Zwiegesang Das mondbeglÃ¤nzte
Thal entlang.    Was sang das VÃ¶glein im Gezweig Durch die stille, schÃ¶ne
Maiennacht? Was sang doch wohl das MÃ¤gdlein gleich Durch die stille,
schÃ¶ne Maiennacht? Von FrÃ¼hlingssonne das VÃ¶gelein, Von
Liebeswonne das MÃ¤gdelein.   Wie der Gesang    Zum Herzen drang,
Vergess ich nimmer mein Lebelang! 
Two Songs in One
In a lilac bush sat a little bird in the quiet, lovely May night, below in the high
grass sat a girl in the quiet, lovely May night. The girl sang: if only the bird
would be quiet, the bird sang: if only the girl would listen, and far and away
rang their duet the length of the moonlit valley.  What was the bird singing in
the branches throughout that quiet, lovely May night? And what, too, was the
young girl singing throughout that quiet, lovely May night? Of spring sunshine
sang the little bird, of love's delight sang the young girl How that song  pierced
my heart I shall never forget my whole life long. 
Wiegenlied
Alles still in sÃ¼ÃŸer Ruh, Drum mein Kind, so schlaf auch du. DrauÃŸen
sÃ¤uselt nur der Wind, Su, su, su, schlaf ein mein Kind!  SchlieÃŸ du deine
Ã„ugelein, LaÃŸ sie wie zwei Knospen sein. Morgen wenn die Sonn'
erglÃ¼ht, Sind sie wie die Blum' erblÃ¼ht.  Und die BlÃ¼mlein schau ich an,
Und die Ã„uglein kÃ¼ÃŸ ich dann, Und der Mutter Herz vergiÃŸt, DaÃŸ es
drauÃŸen FrÃ¼hling ist. 
Cradle Song
All is still in sweet rest,Therefore, my child, you, too, must sleep. Outside is
but the rustle of the wind, Sh, sh, sh, go to sleep, my child.    Close your little
eyes, Let them be two little buds.  Tomorrow when the sun shines, They will
blossom like flowers. 
And I gaze at the little flowers, And I kiss the little eyes, And a mother's heart
forgets  That it is spring outside. 
Das Heimliche Lied
Es gibt geheime Schmerzen, Sie klaget nie der Mund, 
Getragen tief im Herzen Sind sie der Welt nicht kund.  
Es gibt ein heimlich Sehnen, Das scheuet stets das Licht, 
Es gibt verborgne TrÃ¤nen, Der Fremde sieht sie nicht.  
Es gibt ein still Versinken In eine innre Welt, Wo Friedensauen winken, Von
Sternenglanz erhellt, Wo auf gefallnen Schranken 
Die Seele Himmel baut, Und jubelnd den Gedanken Den Lippen anvertraut.  
Es gibt ein still Vergehen In stummen, Ã¶den Schmerz, 
Und Niemand darf es sehen, Das schwergepreÃŸte Herz.  
Es sagt nicht was ihm fehlet, Und wenn's im Grame bricht, Verblutend und
zerquÃ¤let, Der Fremde sieht sie nicht.  
Es gibt einen sanften Schlummer, Wo sÃ¼ÃŸer Frieden weilt, 
Wo stille Ruh' den Kummer Der mÃ¼den Seele heilt.  
Doch gibt's ein schÃ¶ner Hoffen, Das Welten Ã¼berfliegt, 
Da wo am Herzen offen Das Herz voll Liebe liegt. 
The Secret Song
There are secret pains whose lament is never tongued;  
Borne deep in the heart they are unknown to the world. 
There is a secret longing that always shies from the light;  
There are hidden tears a stranger does not see. 
There is a quiet sinking into an inner world  
Where peaceful meadows beckon, lit by the gleam of stars,    
Where, all boundaries fallen, the soul raises Heaven  And with jubilation 
Confides its thoughts to the lips.  
There is a quiet passing into silent, desolate pain,  
And no one is allowed to see that heavy-pressed heart. 
It does not say what it needs, and though it breaks with grief,  Tortured to death
and bleeding,  the stranger does not see it.    
There is a gentle slumber where sweet peace abides,  
Where quiet rest heals the cares of the weary soul. 
There is yet a lovely hoping that soars above all worlds,  
Where, open to another heart, the heart lies filled with love. 
Wach Auf
Was stehst du bange Und sinnest nach? 
Ach! schon so lange Ist Liebe wach.  
HÃ¶rst du das Klingen  AllÃ¼berall? 
Die VÃ¶glein singen Mit sÃ¼ÃŸem Schall.  
Aus Starrem sprieÃŸet BaumblÃ¤ttlein weich, 
Das Leben flieÃŸet Um Ast und Zweig.  
Das TrÃ¶pflein schlÃ¼pfet Aus Waldesschacht, 
Das BÃ¤chlein hÃ¼pfet  Mit Wallungsmacht.  
Der Himmel neiget  In's Wellenklar, 
Die BlÃ¤ue zeiget  Sich wunderbar.  
Ein heit'res Schmiegen Zu Form und Klang, Ein ew'ges FÃ¼gen  Im ew'gen
Drang!  
Was stehst du bange Und sinnest nach? 
Ach! schon so lange Ist Liebe wach. 
Awakening
Why do you stand there brooding with fear? 
Ah, already long is love stay awake!  
Do you hear the ringing all around? 
The birds are singing with such sweet sounds.  
Soft leaves are sprouting from the rigid branches, 
Life is flowing  through bough and twig.  
Little drops are gliding from the forest hollows, 
The brook leaps  with abundant strength.  
The heavens bow towards the clear waves, 
The blueness  is wondrously revealed,  
A bright flourish  of shape and sound, 
An endless yielding  to endless impulse.  
Why do you stand there brooding with fear? 
Ah, already long is love awake!
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+HWHDFKHVPHWRSOD\VLWWLQJRQKLVNQHH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LQZLOGIORZHUVRIILHOGRUZLGHVDYDQQDK%XWIDLUHVWUDUHVWRIWKHPDOODUH
Edith and Susanna.
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:D\
GRZQ(DVWLQDYLOODJHE\WKHVHDVWDQGVDQROGUHGIDUPKRXVHWKDWZDWFKHV
Rk¼HUWKHOHD$OOWKDWLVEHVWLQPHO\LQJGHHSLQPHPRU\GUDZVP\KHDUW
WKDW,ZRXOGEHQHDUHUWRWKHH(Yk¼U\6XQGD\PRUQLQJZKHQWKHFKRUHV
ZHUHDOPRVWGRQHIURPWKDWOLWWOHSDUORUVRXQGVWKHROGPHORGHRQk¼°1HDUHU
P\*RGWR7KHHQHDUHUWR7KHHk¼:LWKWKRVHVWUDLQVDVWURQJHUKRSHFRPHV
QHDUHUWRPH
6RQJVP\0RWKHU7DXJKW0HLV,YHVk¼VVHWWLQJRIDQ(QJOLVK
DGDSWDWLRQRIWKHSRHPE\+H\GXNZKLFKLVWKHVXEMHFWRIWKHHDUOLHUVRQJ
KHDUGWKLVDIWHUQRRQIURP'YRc­£Nk¼V&LJDQVN­PHORGLH
6RQJVP\PRWKHUWDXJKWPHLQWKHGD\VORQJYDQLVKHG6HOGRPIURPKHU
H\HOLGVZHUHWKHWHDUGURSVEDQLVKHG1RZ,WHDFKP\FKLOGUHQHDFKPHORGLRXV
PHDVXUHRIWHQWHDUVDUHIORZLQJIURPP\PHPRU\k¼VWUHDVXUH
)HGHULFR*DUFLD/RUFDLVZLGHO\NQRZQDVD6SDQLVKSRHWDQGGUDPDWLVW+H
ZDVIDVFLQDWHGZLWK6SDQLVKIRONORUHDQG*\SV\IODPHQFRPXVLF+LV
IRONVRQJVDUHEDVHGRQ5HQDLVVDQFHDQGPRGHUQIRONPDWHULDO+HUHIXVHGWR
ZULWHGRZQKLVDUUDQJHPHQWVRIWKHVRQJVEXWKHPDGHDUHFRUGLQJRIVRPH
ZLWKWKHSHUIRUPHU/D$UJHQWLQLWDIRUZKLFKKHDFFRPSDQLHGRQWKHSLDQR
7KHVHSLHFHVZHUHVXEVHTXHQWO\WUDQVFULEHGDQRQ\PRXVO\DQGSXEOLVKHGE\WKH
+LVSDQLF,QVWLWXWHLQ1HZ<RUN/RUFDZDVDQHDUO\FDVXDOW\RIWKH6SDQLVK
&LYLO:DU)UDQFRDQGKLVIROORZHUVFRQVLGHUHGLQWHOOHFWXDOVWREHDGDQJHURXV
WKUHDWDQGRQ$XJXVWDORQJZLWKDVFKRROPDVWHUDQGWZREXOOILJKWHUV
/RUFDZDVPXUGHUHGDQGWKURZQLQWRDQXQPDUNHGJUDYH
Las tres hojas 
'HEDMRGHODKRMDGHODYHUEHQD
WHQJRDPLDPDQWHPDOR
Æ£-HV­VTXHSHQD
Debajo de la hojade la lechuga, 
WHQJRDPLDPDQWHPDORFRQFDOHQWXUD
'HEDMRGHODKRMDGHOSHUHMLO
WHQJRDPLDPDQWHPDOR\QRSXHGRLU
7KH7KUHH/HDYHV
8QGHUQHDWKWKHOHDIRIWKHYHUEHQD
,KDYHP\EDGORYHU
$KZKDWSDLQ
8QGHUQHDWKWKHOHWWXFHOHDI
,KDYHP\EDGORYHUZKRJLYHVPHDIHYHU
8QGHUQHDWKWKHSDUVOH\OHDI
,KDYHP\EDGORYHUDQG,FDQQRWOHDYH
/DVPRULOODVGH-D­Q
7UHVPRULOODVPHHQDPRUDQHQ-D­Q
$[D\)­£WLPD\0DUL­Q
7UHVPRULOODVWDQJDUULGDVLEDQDFRJHUROLYDV
y hallÃ¡banlas cogidas en JaÃ©n: 
<KDOO­£EDQODVFRJLGDV\WRUQDEDQGHVPD­GDV
\ODVFRORUHVSHUGLGDVHQ-D­Q$[D\)­£WLPD\0DUL­Q
7UHVPRULOODVWDQOR]DQDVLEDQDFRJHUPDQ]DQDV
en JaÃ©n: Axa y FÃ¡tima y MariÃ©n. 
DÃ-jeles: Â¿QuiÃ©n sois, seÃ±oras, de mi vida robadoras? 
&ULVWLDQDVTXH­UDPRVPRUDVHQ-D­Q
7KH0RRULVK*LUOVRI-D­Q
7KUHH0RRULVKJLUOVH[FLWHPHLQ-D­Q
$[D\)­£WLPD\0DULHQ
7KUHH0RRULVKJLUOVVRJUDFHIXOZHQWWRJDWKHUROLYHVDQGWKH\IRXQGWKHP
DOUHDG\JDWKHUHGLQ-D­Q$QGWKH\IRXQGWKHPDOUHDG\JDWKHUHGDQGWKH\
UHWXUQHGIDLQWRIKHDUWDQGWKHLUFRORUZDVORVWLQ-D­Q$[D\)­£WLPD\
0DUL­Q
7KUHH0RRULVKJLUOVVRUREXVWZHQWWRJDWKHUDSSOHVLQ-D­Q$[DDQG
FÃ¡tima and MariÃ©n. 
,VD\WRWKHP:KRDUH\RXODGLHVZKRKDYHUREEHGP\OLIH"
&KULVWLDQJLUOVZKRZHUH0RRULVKJLUOVRI-D­Q
1DQDGH6HYLOOH
(VWHJDODSDJXLWRQRWLHQHPDUH
1RWLHQHPDUHV­QRWLHQHQR1RWLHQHPDUH
/RSDUL­ñXQDJLWDQDORHFK­ñDODFDOOH
ORHFK­ñDODFDOOHVLORHFK­ñDODFDOOHQR/RHFK­ñDODFDOOH
(VWHQL­RFKLTXLWRQRWLHQHFXQD
QRWLHQHFXQDVLQRWLHQHFXQDQR1RWLHQHFXQD
Su padre es carpintero y le harÃ¡ una. 
\OHKDU­£XQDVL\OHKDUDXQDQR<OHKDU­£XQD
/XOODE\HRI6HYLOOH
7KLVOLWWOHWXUWOHKDVQRPRWKHU
+HGRHVQRWKDYHDPRWKHU\HVKHGRHVQRWKDYHDPRWKHU
+HGRHVQRWKDYHDPRWKHU
$J\SV\ERUHKLPKHZDVOHIWLQWKHVWUHHW
+HZDVOHIWLQWKHVWUHHW\HVKHZDVOHIWLQWKHVWUHHWQR
+HZDVOHIWLQWKHVWUHHW
7KLVOLWWOHER\KDVQRFUDGOH
KHKDVQRFUDGOH\HVKHKDVQRFUDGOHQR
+HKDVQRFUDGOH
+LVIDWKHULVDFDUSHQWHUDQGKHZLOOPDNHKLPRQH
KHZLOOPDNHKLPRQH\HVKHZLOOPDNHKLPRQHQR
+HZLOOPDNHKLPRQH
6HYLOODQDVGHOVLJOR;9,,,
Æ£9LYD6HYLOOD/OHYDQODVVHYLOODQDVHQODPDQWLOODXQOHWUHURTXHGLFHÆ£9LYD
6HYLOOD
Æ£9LYD7ULDQDÆ£9LYDQORVWULDQHURVORVGH7ULDQD
Æ£9LYDQORVVHYLOODQRV\VHYLOODQDV
/RWUDLJRDQGDGROD0DFDUHQD\WRGR/RWUDLJRDQGDGRFDUDFRPRODWX\D1R
la he encontrado. 
Æ£4XHELHQSDUHFHV$\ULRGH6HYLOODÆ£TXHELHQSDUHFHV
Æ£4XHELHQSDUHFHVOOHQRGHYHODVEODQFDV
\UDPDVYHUGHVÆ£9LYD6HYLOOD
6HYLOOLDQVRIWKHWK&HQWXU\
9LYD6HYLOOH7KHODG\6HYLOOLDQVLQWKHLUPDQWLOOD
WKH\KDYHDVLJQWKDWVD\V/RQJOLYH6HYLOOH
/RQJOLYH7ULDQD/RQJOLYHWKRVHIURP7ULDQD
/RQJOLYHPHQDQGZRPHQRI6HYLOOH
,FDUU\LWZKHUHYHU,JRWKH0DFDUHQDDQGHYHU\WKLQJ
,FDUU\LWZLWKPHDIDFHHTXDOWR\RXUV,QHYHUKDYHPHW
+RZEHDXWLIXO\RXDUH$KULYHURI6HYLOOHKRZEHDXWLIXO\RXDUH
+RZEHDXWLIXO\RXDUHIXOORIZKLWHVDLOVDQGJUHHQEUDQFKHV
9LYD6HYLOOH
